The first thing I registered was the smell. Wood smoke and sweat and blood and magic. It was like my nostrils had been assaulted, like my brain was struggling to process the ample information being shoved into it. I gagged, tried to turn away and get a better whiff of fresh air. 

"You'll get used to it," Callia said, amusement dancing in her voice, as she unceremoniously shoved me forwards. "C'mon."

I took a step, then another, trying not to breathe through my nose. I tripped over a log, would have gone sprawling if not for Callia's quick reflexes. I righted myself, mumbled an apology, and opened my mouth to speak.

"Shh," Callia said, sharp enough that I winced. She put a finger to her lips and pointed.

I followed the line of her arm and saw, for the first time, the people.